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trained in the tradition of Badajos, Corunna, Waterloo, Darghai,
and Mafeking, the shame is of the kind which commits a Japanese
general to hari-kari.

I can still see, as some horrible dream, hundreds of British
soldiers, rifles and ammunition intact, streaming down the roads,
flying in the face of the enemy. They appeared like whipped
curs : men in panic can be just so. The roads were filled with
them, if not actually running, all moving fast, bunched like
sheep, and there were ambulances at the G.G.S. evacuating
wounded or more probably bringing them in. I do not know,
and did not stop to inquire. The retreat, rout, panic, call it what
you will, must have proceeded very fast. That is what I thought.
I asked some of the men where they were going. No one seemed
to know. They said swarms of Germans were behind and that
everyone had been killed or captured. A Captain said he was
retiring to the hills behind. That would be at Cassel, or so far
as he was concerned in his obvious haste, at Calais. I struck him.
I doubt whether it was justified, but I have never been worried
about it at alL No qualm of conscience. Then I collected nxy
handful of boys and we pedalled our bicycles.

We saw German greys from a meadow but not an English
soldier in sight. It seemed quite silly. They were about four
hundred yards away, and turned a light machine-gun upon us.
One of my boys got his boot ripped and the front fork of
my bicycle was so bent that the wheel refused to go round.
I possessed the strongest impulse to do something heroic. I
remember feeling so at the time, but two rifles and a revolver
are not much good against a machine-gun, so I legged it back
to the C.C.S., and it was there that I persuaded the young man
with the Ford ambulance to motor me to Meteren.

Then there was the estaminet on the Hoegenmacker Ridge,
British soldiers mad with drink. Some inside and others shouting
outside with bottles. They had been filled with funk and now
were filled with drink. There was nobody there to make an
appeal to their manhood, and, even if there had been, I doubt
if any such appeal could have been effective. Two days later
I saw the bottles, empty, and in front of them a large number
of twisted corpses. Those were the men I sent out to their death*
I can still one in particular, a great kilted Scot. He was crazy
with drink, fighting drunk, but with no fight in him. I saw his
huge body lurch forward over the hill-top, and then the great
torso, huge shoulders and waving arms? went limp and h?